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RED, NOBWAY, July 31s£, 1887. MY DEAR FBANK,
" When it is fine we see the waterfalls, and when it is wet we see the waters fall."    In fact, wet and fine alters only the position of an "s."    Thus Ward describes Norway and there is more in the description than is at first apparent.   Water is the making of everything; the pleasure of the tourist and the living of the people depend on the water, and both soon get careless of wet.    You would have been astonished to see us both at 5 a.m. on the deck of a steamer wrapped in waterproofs enjoying the rain; and you would be glad to see us both blooming in health, trudging our twelve or eighteen miles, and eating and drinking whatever we can find—eggs, fish, beer.
You would like the people, the honest and just-awake look of the men, with their reserve of strength, the simple, broad-browed girls armoured in purity.   You would like their gentleness to animals—we have not seen a driver strike a horse—and the method of driving seems to be to let the horse follow his own taste, drink when he likes, stop when he likes, and run when lie likes.    As he likes to run down hill and as the hills are very steep, we descend with a flash.   You would enjoy the rapid movement from place to place, the welcome at the hotels, and always the most lovely and inspiring surroundings.   Sometimes a steamer bears us for a whole day in and out the windings of the fiords.    The rocks shut us in on every side, and sympatliy with the people who live wherever, from sea or rocks, a living can be scraped, makes us almost melancholy.   We have a sense of the might of nature, of a might greater than man's, and. we remember how if we did not love one another we should go mad for very weakness' sake.
Sometimes during one day we pass by the side of torrents which rush and roar till they lose themselves in a waterfall, climb ravines where  every rock is radiant with green,  reach, heights when we see hill rolling on hill, or stand by plains or lakes beyond which rest the snow mountains or glaciers.  It is tlxe last view which I like best.    I like the sense that earth and tiea/ven meet, that the rough at our feet belongs to the peaceful distance, that man by going may reach the skies.   My wife, I think, likes best the torrents, as they roll and rage in volumes greater titan the Avon.    She likes their Me, their will to achieve, their progress, till in a glorious death at some fall they fill the world, with, a sense of power and beauty. . .
The journey so far has been a success, the necessary eSort refreshes our wills and reminds us that we are not old. "We cannot be old to enjoy riding in a coster's barrow without springs, and with no harness but a bit of rope* We cannot be old. to giggle with our fellow-travellers over the difficulties to be -understood by the people. . .